
These gentlemen are Dr. Rudolph Meyer, of Berlin,

the Comte de Cazes and the Comte de Raffignac, of

France, and M. le Bidau de St. Mars, of that country

also. They form, in all probability, the most dis-

tinguished and aristocratic little band of immigrants

and farmers in the New World.

Seventeen hundred miles west of Montreal, in a

vast prairie where settlers every year go mad from

loneliness, these polished Europeans till the soil,

strive for prizes at the provincial fairs, fish, hunt,

read the current literature of two continents, and are

happy. The soil in that region is of remarkable

depth and richness, and is so black that the roads

and cattle-trails look like ink lines on brown paper.

It is part of a vast territory of uniform appearance,

in one portion of which are the richest wheat-lands


